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else, "They live too far out, your Grace, to get here
through the snow/'

Teresa was spell-bound. She stood modestly to
one side, fascinated by the lights, by the great hall,
by the rows and rows of faces, by this list of names
that never seemed to come to an end. She noticed,
too, how many families there were of the same
name, Hodders and Goddens and Bassetts and
Reynolds, "Feudal I" she kept saying to herself;
"really feudal 1" It was a source of enormous satis-
faction to her to be standing on the dais with Lucy,
Sebastian and Viola; she felt privileged and ele-
vated; though had she overheard the whispers
round the fire her vainglory might have received a
check. The mothers had been so anxious to know
who the stranger was, for her Grace was not usually
accompanied by a guest, and they had enquired of
the Chevron housemaids, who stood amongst them
in their quality of part-hostesses, dandling the
babies in their arms. But the housemaids had
sniffed. "A Mrs. Spedding," they said; "wife of a
doctor," and poor Teresa had unwittingly provided
a disappointment.

The last present had been given, the last apple,
the last orange, and the last cracker: Lucy was pre-
paring to make her little farewell speech. A threat
of rowdiness had to be suppressed, for the impatient
children had already begun to pull their crackers,
hob-nailed boots clattered on the stone floor,
and one or two of the little boys had loosed off a
pistol with deafening caps; so "Hush, children 1"
cried Mrs* Wickenden, holding up her hand, and